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Celadon and Cleora ; 


OR, 
THE UNEXPECTED RETURN. 


(Concluded.) 
Ow the appearance of the self-uni- 
ted pair the door was barred to their 
access, and Celadon was informed, that | 


when his father would receive him with |. 


the tenderness due to a son, Cleora’s 
parents woald receive her with all the 
affection due to a daughter. 

Celadon, willing to remove this bar- 
rier, repaired to his father’s house, 
and instead of paternal fondness met 
with the frowns of cruelty. 

The sacrificers to Hymen saw too 
late their error, and repented of their 
making a connection without the sanc- 
tion of those, who alone could make 
that connection desirable. 

They had no other resource to ward 
off the blow which threatened them, 
but the small pittance which remain- 
ed after the expences of their elope- 
ment were paid.—A small pittance in- 


amidst the thorns of affliction ; and they 
Temoved that scene ata distance in 





imagination, which nature was bring- 
ing nearer to them every moment. 
Their money was soon exhausted, and 
their prospect rendered terrible by the 
forebodings of fear. Unable to sup- . 
port his wife any longer, Celadon de+ 
termined in himself to quit her in such 
a manner as to convince her that af- 
fection was the cause of his separation. 

He accepted the post of an inferior 
officer in a corps which was destined 
| for the East-Indies, and sent Cleora 
the advance money for her present 
subsistence. 


A letter which accompanied the ad- 
vance-money stopped the vital current 
as Cleora perusedit. She exclaimed 
against the barbarity of her husband 
in refusing her the melancholy com- 
fort of attending him to the sultry re- 
gions of the East, of sharing his dan-. 
gers, and of diminishing them in_shar- 
ing them with him. 

In his absence.she had recourse to 
an old nurse, which had grown aged 
in her family, who gave her that asy- 
lum in her house which was denied her 
| in that of her parent, Here she rar 
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minated upon the distresses to which 
her want of filial duty had reduced 
her; and thought by submission to 
melt those hearts, which were petri- 
fied by the chagrin of resentment.— 
Her parents were deaf to her applica- 
tions, and would make no other con- 
cessions, but that of allotting her such 
an appointment with her nurse, as 
woul? barely satisfy the calls of nature. 
During this retirement she experienc- 
ed the consequences of her hymeneal 
connections, and was delivered of a 
daughter. This event was notified 
both to the parents of Celadon, and to 
her own; bu: received no return from 
either. Amidst this gloom of distress 
her prospect was rendered still more 
dark by the disease of the nurse with 
whom she lived. The house was 
Jet to another person, and she was ob- 
liged to seek for another residence — 
Burthened with an infant child, and 
discarded by her relations, she follow 
ed the instigations of sorrow without 
any other guide ; and being tired, sat 
herself down at the brink ofa well 
undetermined whither to pursue her 
journey. As she was here ruminating 
upon her distress, and bhedewing the 
infant at her breast with the tears of 
affection, she was surprised by the ap- 
proach of a farmer, who read her face 
with the curiosity of astonishment, and 
shed a tear in sympathy with the tears 
which he perceived her shedding. 


He had known Cleora in her infan- 
cy and recollected her features. The 
rustic more frequently experiences 
the most refined teelings of humanity, 
than those who have lost those sweet 
sensations by the polish of high-breed- 
ings, The countryman first satisfied 
himself whether Cleora wes the per 








son whom he took her to be, and 
immediately afterward offered her his 
house asa residence. She accepted 
his offer with the tears of gratitude, 
and found in him more tenderness 
than in a parent 

In this asylum she frequently sigh. 
ed for her husband, and wondered she 
had received no advice from him dur- 
ing his absence. Too often did she 
pay his memory atributarytear. Too 
often did she persuade herself that he 
was mingled among the dead. 

Celadon on his reaching Bengal, 
was ordered upon a dangerous enter- 
prize against one of the Nabods; his 
courage recommended him to the es- 
teem of the commanding officer, and 
his knowledge of trade did not contri- 
bute a little to bettering his circum. 
stances. The first acquisition ke made 
he related ina letter which he sent 
by an English sailor to his wife; but 
the bearer being taken prisoner by the 
French, his letter never reached her. 
He went through a vicissitude of for- 
tunes,being sometimes wounded ,some 
times a captive, and at last raised to 
a chief pest in the army. After he 
had accumulated a large fortune in 
this post, his tenderness for Cleora re- 
vived, though it had never been extin- 
guished in his heart, and he was deter 
mined to relinquish every prospect of 
interest for the sake of seeing her, 
whose -image was impressed on his 
heart in characters never to be effaced. 

On his arrival in England he found, 
his parents alive, who were reconciled 
'o him on account of the immense 
riches which he had acquired abroad. 
He enquired at his father’s for Cleo- 
ray and being able to gain no intelli- 
gence of her, went with an aching heart 
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10 repeat the same enquiry at the house 
of her own parents. They were equal- 
ly ignorant of the place of her resi- 
dence; but on his departure Celadon 
was stopped by the livery man, who 
told him that be understood that Cle 

ora was then in some part of Hertford- 
shire. Though the direction was so 
vague, Celadon was determined, if 
possible, to find her. He traversed 
the county for several months with all 
the anxieties of one who expected a 
disappointment. And when he began 
to thiuk that his researches were fruit- 
less, as he passed by a shady bower at 


- the end of a farmer’s yard, he heard 


the voice ofafemale pouring forth the 
trillings of a plaintive song. The song 
was of his own writing !—He immedi- 
ately dismounted, and rushing intothe 
yard beheld his Cleora, with her daugh- 
ter standing by her.—Too precipitate 
to discover himself his presence over- 
powered her, and while he prostrated 
himself and kissed her feet, she fell 
into a swoon, which scemed to have 
deprived her of life. 

With the tenderest whispers he en- 
deavoured to recall her fluttering spi- 
rits —-His companion hearing her 
shrieks, and wondering at his delay, dis- 
mounted likewise, and on his entering 
into the arbor beheld a scene which 
would claim astonishment even from 
insensibility. 

On her recovery she was led back 
to the farm house, where an ample re- 
compence was made for the tenderness 
with which she had been treated, and 
a post-chaise carried her and Celadon 
to her own parents. The recovery of 
a daughter who had been lost se long 
obliterated every trace of resentment ; 
and the reception which they met with 


— 


from Celadon’s father copvinced them 
that their distress was only owing to 
precipitation, and that they had missed 
of their consent, only because they had 
not applied for it. 


— - ——s 
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From the Academic Reereations, 


ON FEMALE TALENT ; 


With a few Remarks on the influence of Fe- 
males upon Society ; being an answer to 
the Essay in our last, on that subject. 


Tar genius and talent have not 
alone been the boast of the male sexy, 
the author of the essay before us is, 
we think, a distinguished proof, Pers 
haps, however, she is mistaken in as- 
serting, that females are qualified to 
take the place of men in almost every 
department of life. It is true, as she 
remarks, that the glory of Assyria, 
Palmyra, Russia, Britain Germany, 
and Spain, was raised and exalted by 
some of their female sovereigns. A- 
round their noble brows is placed a 
wreath of immortality, rendered infi- 
nitely more engaging by the attraction 
of female loveliness. Yet it is, and 
ever has been our opinion, that the 
burthen of government is too weighty 
for the weaker sex to sustain ; and 
though some bright examples have 
appeared, yet it will generally be found 
that woman is better calculated to 
tread in softer and in smoother paths ; 
—to leave the tumultuous bustle of 
public life, to spread light, cheerful- 
ness, and felicity in less splendid cir- 


| cles ;—to charm by the force of her 


mind, to enliven by the sallies of ge- 
nius, to smooth the rugged path, and 
diffuse the powerful charm of attract- 








ive beauty in the calmerscencs of life. 
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The pen and the lute far better be- 
come the female hand than the scep- 
tre and the sword. Had Mary, the 
lovely but unfortunate Queen of Scots 
been placed by fortune and birth in an 
humbler sphere, her talents and her 
beauty. might have contributed to a 
more extended circle of usefulness 
than the one she filled. And how few 
have excelled in the difficult art of 
government, while how many have 
shone forth with dazzling brilliancy in 
the more congenial climate of litera- 
ture ! Equally inconsistent with the 
general character of their sex were 
some of the heroines of the French 
Revolution ; although even there, as 
if to light the darkness and the gloom 
of revolutionary conflict, appeared a 
few stars of lovely radiance ;—they 
stood, like the angels of Mercy, amid 
the crumbling ruins of religion, gov- 
ernment, and law; and steered out 
their little barks to seccour where 
they. could, the victims that were 
drowning in the surging and bloody 
waves of promiscuous carnage, and 
universal desolation. 


In this age, more than in any other, 
has female genius, and female excel- 
lence, attained a great height of per- 
fection. In former times, the minds 
of women were suffered to run to 
waste in concerns merely domestic : 
their hands were employed in the 
loom, or inthe tapestry. But latterly, 
the civilized nations ef the globe have 
paid more attention to their education; 
and female genius has accordingly 
blazed forth with a lustre equal to that 
of many of the other sex. In every 
department of literature, especially 
of polite literature, the females have 
triumphantly excelled. They have 


I 





| 





shown that the cultivation of female 
genius is essentially conducive to the 
advancement of socicty in virtue and 
in wisdom. For how can the civilized 
community fail to make rapid advances 
in every moral and intellectual excel- 
lence, while they attentively peruse 
and study the writings of a More, an 
Edgeworth, a Porter, an Opie, or a 
Pilkington ; besides innumerable oth- 
ers who have graced literature by 
their presence ? The lyre too has, in 
the hands of beauty, emitted such en- 
chanting sounds, such soft and sooth- 
ing notes, that the mind is lost in won- 
der, while the ear is entranced with 
the harmony. Among the foetesscs of 
our age, Joanna Baily stands perhaps 
the first ; and justly, for we are una- 
voidably struck with admiration at ber 
insight into human character, and the 
display of surpassing genius in all her 
dramatic productions. Mary Russel 
Mitford, for the tenderness of her ef- 
fusions, the swectness of her language, 
the purity of her thought, and the 
chasteness of her expression, ranks the 
next. Her portraits of female charac- 
ter are astonishing ; while her lesser 
poems are fully entitled to the highest 
commendation that female excellence 
should receive. These two females 
are bright and splendid ornaments to 
the literature of their sex ; and while 
we dwell upon their unparalelled mer- 
its; when we listen to the energetic 
and spirited verses of Miss Holford; the 
melancholy warblings of Mrs. 7ighes 
and the blaze of poetic fire, and the 
march of poetic language displayed by 
Anna Jane Vardell,in her Pleasures 
of Human Life, we are called upon to 
pay the tribute of respectful homage 
to female genius. 


_ 
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The concluding remarks of our cor- 
respondent’s essay are peculiarly ex- 
cellent. They shew, that the female 
bosom is the fittest receptacle for the 
mild influence of religion. They point F 
out the great, the important, duties f 
incumbent on woman. If she sway not | 
the sceptre, or direct her fellow be- 
ings amid bustle and confusion, she 
has at least duties of a noble and ex- 
alting nature to perform. A’ a mother, 
as a wife, it is hers to cultivate the 
buds of youthful genius,—to lull to 
slumber the feverish brow, aching with 
the noise and trouble of life,—to hush 
the thunder of the drum, and still the 
restless trumpet, by the gentle voice 
of domestic love. 

As was before remarked, the culti. 
vation of female genius is conducive 
to the welfare of socicty Where the 
females are well-educated and well-in- 
formed, where they are virtuous and 
upright, we may rest assured that the 
rising generation will exhibita degree 


alone could produce. Where women 
are fettered and restrained, the conse- 
quence is, that the members of the 
community undergo no advances in 
refinement ;—they become insensible 
to all the finer feelings of the soul, and 
take delight inruder scenes, and more 


legislators been aware of this import- 
ant truth, and acted accordingly, the 
nations of antiquity would have trans- 
mitted to posterity memorable exam- 
Ples of refinement, taste and politeness 


Io the Mahometan countries, where 
Men look on 
woman as but dust, 
A soulless toy for tyrant’s lust ; 
where 











——e—woman‘s yoice is never heard: apart, y 


And scarce permitted ,guarded,veil’d, to rove, 
She yields to one her person and her heart ;* 
All genius is stified, all noble senti- 
ment is crushed, all exalted and daring 
flights are impeded in their outset 5. 
the wings of genius, ere they attciapt 
to rise, are “ borne down and pinioued 
to the ground.” Condemned to per- 
petual ignorance, treated as beings of 
an inferiour rank, the female sex are 
unable to benefit their country, even 
by instilling good principles into the 
breasts of their ehildren; and their 
offspring grow up, destitute of feeling, 
of energy, of greatness of character. 
Let us reverse the picture. Instiga- 
ted to sentiments of lofty grandeur by 
the voice of maternal affection, behold 
aspiring youth, crowned with the vic- 
torious chaplet in whatever he under- 
takes. Fostered in the bosom of a 
mother, who is willing and able to 
nourish and develope it, genius rises 
pre-eminent above the surrounding 
crowd. As a wile, a well-educated wo. 
man is capable of doing acis of incal- 
culable utility. In a word, the females 
of a civilized community haye a decid- 
ed influence on every thing relating to 
the amelioration of the heart, the re- 
finement of taste, and the cultivation of 
polite literature. And who is there who 
will not own the merits of the female 
sex? Behold her, in the days of chiv- 
alry, encouraging by her beauty the 
youthful hero, and placing upon his 
temples the coronet of victory. Behold 
every rank and every station, acknowl- 
edging the supremacy of beauty and 
grasping the sword and the spear in 


her defence. 

Who hath not, kneeling at thy shrine, 
Vow’d fealty aud duty, 

Owa‘d thy mild power and sway divine, 
Onever dying Beauty! 


(*Lord Byron.) Miss MitTror». 
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And now, though the age of chival- FORTITUDE 

ry is past, yet woman still claims and || Jaspired Ly Filial Fondness, exemplified in the 

possesses the devotedness of the other Conduct of 


sex to her service. She still contin- 
ues one of the great links of civilized 
society, and shall be so for ever! so 
long as religion, virtue, and law, spread 
their benignant light over the universe. 
If they should fail, woman would be- 
come enslaved and degraded; the 
whole world would exhibita mournful 
and melancholy spectacle of lawless 
oppression and unbridled anarchy ;— 


Cognatas acies ; et rupto foedere regni 
Certattum totis concyssi viribus orbis, 
In commune nefas ;——Lucan. 


Of blood by friends, by kindred, parents, 
spilt, , 

One common horror and promiscuous guilti 

A shatter’d world in wild disorder tost, 

Leagues, laws, and empire in confusion 
lost. Rowe. ° 





. 
‘ 


The blood hounds of desolation, no 
longer awed and softened by female 
charms, would be let loose to tear to 
pieces and destroy every vestige of 
human happiness. With what fervor 
may we therefore join in the invoca- 
tion of the poetess, to maternal affec- 
tion,— | 


Hail, love most blessing and most blest ! 
Thou gentlest inmate of the breast, 
Ali hail, for thou art pure ! 
And ceaseless as revolving time 
Thro’ every changing day ; 
fn nation’s rise and laughing prime, 
And in their sad decay, 
Tho’ states and empires fade away, 
Thy harbour is secure ; 
Source of our earliest bliss, our latest tie ; 
While woman liyes, thou canst not die. 


Miss Mitrorv: 


abe x. 








MADEMOISELLE CAZOTTE. 

Amupst the various ties which unite 
society together, and become antidotes 
to the pains and misfortunes of life, 
none ought to be considered so com- 
pletely binding, as those which exist 
between the parent and the child. The 
heart that isalive to grateful emotions, 
must continually be reverting to the 
kindness it hasreceived; yet memory 
cannot extend to arecollection of those 
anxieties, which, during the days of 
childhood, the attached parent feels. 

That there have been monsters in ex- 
istence, whose depravity of disposition 
have absolutely brought Aumaz nature 
into ‘disgrace, the historian’s pen too 
fully authenticates ; and to make it the 
more shocking, even in the softer race ! 
With what horror do we turnfrom the 
description of that parricide, who in- 
stigated her husband to deprive her 
aged father of his throne ; and not 
only “beheld his venerable form man. 
gled by his inhuman murderers, but 
absolutely droye over it with her char- 
jot wheels ! 

Amidstall the horrors of the French 
revolation, it opened a field for the 
exertion of some of the finest feelings 
of the heart; and during that fatal 
period, filial fondness in particular, 
was carried to a degree of enthusiasm 
that was never before displayed. Nu- 
merous are the instances of amiable 
daughters, anxious to purchase exist- 
ence for the authors of their being, by 
a resignation of their own; and even. 
the savage multitude, who delighted 
in bloodshed, have been awed into 
compassion by the proof of filial love: 
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M. Du Broca’s interesting Anecdoies 
abound with instances of affection, 
which at once pain and delight: and 
the one which I shall select for the en- 
tertainment of my readers, will prove, 
that filial tenderness is capable of in- 
spiring magnanimity in the mind. 


Mademoiselle Cazotte was the only 
daughter of a gentleman who, at the 
commencement ofthe revolution, was | 
seventy two years of are; and being ! 
closely connected with the intendant | 
of the civil list, was from that circum- 
stance unfortunately involved in his | 
fate ; for letters of M. Cazotte’s were 
found in La Porte’s possession, and 
the writer of them was sent to prisun 
with his amiable child. 


To Mademoiselle, in a few days lib- 
erty was offered ; but she refused it, 
and obtained permission to remain con- 
fined ; and the affectionate zeal she 
testified for her father, united to the 
eloquent persuasions that she used, so 
far interested the Marsellois (who 
were quartered in the prison) in his 
favor, that they unanimously determin- 
ed to preserve his life. 


Thougi the ill-fated old man’s death 
was thus unexpectedly prevented thro’ 
the filial attachment of his amiable 
child, yet his savage persecutors al- 
lowed him but a short enjoyment of 
existence ; for on the evening of the 
second of September, they agaia de- 
manded his lifes Mademoiselle Ca- 
zotte, hearing her father’s name vo- 
ciferated by voices which,appaiied ev 
ery feeling by their sound, instantly 
rushed out amongst the group of mur- 
derers, and undauntedly answered to 
the name. Her extreme youth, beau- 

















ment the sanguinary band; and Cru- 
elty itself remained some moments 
doubtful whether it should fulfil op- 
pressive T'yranny’s command. “ What 
hast thou done to be here with thy 
daughter?” said one of the foremost 
to the ill-fated Cazotte. “ You will 
find that by the jailor’s 600k,” replied 
the prisoner: which informed them, 


that, for being a counter-revolutionist, 


Cazotte was detained. Scarcely-was 
the report circulated amongst them, 
than the axe was raised cover the un- 
fortunate man’s head; which his 
daughter perceiving, uttered a shriek | 
of horror, and throwing herself upon 
him concealed him from their sight. 

“ Strike, barbarians !” said she, dis- 
daining supplication ; “ for yeu can- 
not reach my father, but through the 
passage of my heart !” At this aston- 
ishing proof of filial affection, hearts 
which had been strangers to compas- 
sion felt the force of Nature’s ties; 
and/a shout ef Pardon! Pardon ! is- 
sued from the mouths of the surround- 
ing multitude, and was re-echoed by 
the general voice. The Marsellois 
instantly opened the passage for them, 
and the old man retired under the cove 
er of his sacred shield {” 

What a tribute was at that moment 
offered to the social affections ! What 
transitions can exalted virtue produce 
in the heart! Even barbarism itself 
seemed to acquire civilization ; fero- 
city became gentleness; and the op- 
pressors were subdued ! 

After the institution of the crimi 
nal tribunal, Cazotte was again destin. _ 
ed to feel the force of tyrannic power ; 
again was he arrested and dragged to 


ty, and courage, struck with astonish- y 2 Prison ; and again, in spite of all en- 
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treaties, accompanied by his child. 
** In the company of you, my father,” 
said this amiable daughter, “the most 
cruel of assassins I have faced ; and 
shall I not be the companion of your 
new misfortune, in which there is 
much less cause for dread or alarm? 
The hope of saving your life will again 
support me ; and I wil. shew to your 
judges a forehead furrowed with age. 
I will ask tuem if a man, who has but 
a few days to linger out among his 
fellow creatures, may not find mercy 
in the eyes of justice, after having a- 
voided the perils which you have es- 
caped ? I will enquire if him whose 
white hairs could excite pity in the 
breasts of assassins, could not create 
it in the hearts of magistrates, where 
mercy ought to reside? The voice of 


“Nature will plead ; and you will be lib- 


erated” “ Oh !” said the unfortunate 
father, “ deceive not, yourself, my 
child !” ? 
- Though Cazotte at length agreed 
that his daughter should accompany 
him to prison, yct the keeper positive- 
ly refused to let her in ; and agonized 
at this unexpected di-appointment, she 
instantly flew to the commune, and by 
the force of tears and su; plications, 
at length bad the satisfaction of obtain- 
ing consent. Night and day were spent 
in filial affections, and in endeavours 
to fortify her father’s mind, except 
those hours when she was trying to 
induce his judges to use their influ- 
ence to preserve his life. 
When the period arrived which was 
to decide the destiny of the oppressed 
and unfortunate Cazotte, he appeared 
before the tribunal, supported by his 
amiable daughter, whose interesting 
appearance excited general applause ! 





' 
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Previous to that mock ceremony 
which was falsely termed a trial, Ca- 
zotte had lain injunctions on his daugh- 
ter not to sfeak ; butas they proceed- 
ed, the variations of her countenance 
expressed more than the most elo- 
quent tongue could reveal. Breath- 
less from fear, and pale from appre- 
hension, in all the agony of suspense, 
she waited to hear the final sentence 


| pronounced ; but, unable to support 


the dreadful conflict of feeling, she 
was carried apparently lifeless out of 
the hall! 


The moment she had regained the 
powers of recojlection, she requested 
to be restored to that object whom na- 
ture bad endeared; but the tears of 
her friends too fatally convinced her, 
she was never again destined to be 
blest with his sight. for execution im- 
mediately followed the sentence, and 
it is to be hoped the unfortunate Ca- 
zotte was translated tu a better life. 


=| 
DAY AND NIGHT 


TOGETHER WITH THE SEASONS, 
Are pleasing subjects, which while they 
rouse our curiosity, afford interesting ma- 
terials for our contemplation. 

“ Nature is always grand in her 
designs, but frugal in her execution 
of them: sublimity and simplicity are 
the striking characteristics of her 
workmanship From a few simple prin- 
ciples she produces the most aston- 
ishing effects, and charms us no less 
by the in‘inite diversity of her opera. 
tions, than Ly the skill and contrivance 
which are manifested in the perform- 
ance of them, 


The sun, moon, planets, and fixed 
stars, are all governed by the same in- 


| variable Jaws : the single principle of 
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verse, and puts every wheel and spring |{ mer, Winter, Spring, and Autumn, 
of it in motion. From the indiscerni- |; lead us insensibly through the varied 
ble atom, to the vast and immeasura- || circle of the year: and are no less 


gravitation pervades the whole uni- ler vicissitudes ofthe seasons ! Sum- 


ble luminarics of heaven, every thing |} pleasing to the mind, than necessary © 


is subject to its dominating influence ; || towards bringing to maturity the va- 
and frem this active, inyisible, and in- || rious productions of the earth.Whether 
vigorating agent, proceed that order, || the sun flames ia the solstice, or pcurs 
harmony, beauty, and variety, which || his mild effulgence from the equator» 
so eminently distinguish the works of || we equally rejoice in his presence, 
creation. and adore the omniscient Being, who 
But of all the effects resulting from || gave him his appointed course, and 
this admirable scene of things, nothing prescribed the bounds which he can 
never pass !”— Bonnycastle. 
SS 
A FRAGMENT. 
As B + pursued his path thro’ 
* Sweet is the breath of morn, and sweet the park, the moon shed a silver lustre 
* The coming on of gratefulevening mild” | over the scene, which seemed to sym- 
When the sun first appears in the | 'pathise with the pensive tone of his 
horizon, all nature is animated by his | | feelings. All nature reposed in a half- 
presence ; the magnificent theatre of | obscurity ; each grovelling bush, aid- 
the universe opens gradually to our ||/ed by the shadowy magic of the sea- 
view, and every object around us ex- || Son, assumed a dubious and grotesque 
cites ideas of pleasure, admiration, and || complexion The deer were seen sleep- 
wonder, After riding in all his bright- ‘ling, in picturesque groupes, beneath 
ness through the vault of heaven, be || the spread of gigantic trees ; and some- 
is again hidden from our sight ; and 1 times a solitary straggler from the 
we are now presented witha ucw spec- || herd broke the profound stillness of 
tacle of equal grandeur and sublimity. |! ‘* night’s noon” by the light footfall of 
The heavens are on a sudden covered ||his devious steps. The ancient tur- 
with innumerable stars; the moon,||rets of the Hall stood pencilled out in 
rising in clouded majesty, unveils her || distinct lines, on the cloudless sky ~ 
peerless light ; whilst the silent so- || B *s mind gradually harmonised 
lemnity of the scene fills the mind with ||to the temper of the surrounding ob- 
sentiments and ideas beyond the pow- || jects. His fancy wandered to the sa- 
er of language to express. cred visions conjured up by the“ bards 
Variety is the source of every plea- || of other days,” and the contemplation 
sure ; and the bountiful Author of na- |/ of the pictures they had drawn soothed 
ture, in the magnificent display of his || his dejection, He looked back to the 
wisdom and power, has afforded us// Hall, and traced the windows of the 
every possible means of entertainment || room he had just quitted. In the poe- 





can be more pleasing and agreeable 
to a philosophic mind, than the alter- 
nate succession of day and night, and 
the regular return of the seasons. 














and instruction. What a pleasing suc- || tical enthusiasm of the season, he — 








cession of scenes results from the gra- | | formed a chain of contingencies which 
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still might unite the fates of Wane 5 finement when he lay under sentence 


and Ellen—a tissue of improbabilities, 


which the first peep of morning failed‘ 


not to mingle with the “ unsubstantial 
air.” 


ee 


VARIETY. 


ee 





Amongst the many /facetia related 
of Dr. Radcliffe, it has been noticed, 
that when he was in wa convivial party 








}of death ; * The world itself is bui q 


larger prison, out of which some are 
daily selecged for execution.” 





RAPHAEL. 

This artist, deservedly called the 

Divine, whose productions astonish 

‘and delight the world, lived only tuir- 
_ty-seven years. 

He was once asked by what means 

he had reached such perfection in his 
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art. His reply was, © 1 think nothing 
that belongs to it beneath my attention,” 

He possessed too mach good sense 
and candour to take offence at any just 
criticism; but he could not endure the 
censure of the presumptuous and the 
ignorant. Two cardinals, who had 
more good taste in wine than in pice 
tures, observed him as he was painting 
the faces of St. Peter and St. Paul, 
and reproached him for making their 
complexions too ruddy. ** Gentle- 
men,” said Ruphael, not a little nettled 
at the petulance of their remark, “ be 
not surprised at what I have done: : 
I have only painted these holy apos- 


he was very unwilling to leave it, even | 
though sent for by persons of the high- | 
est distinction. Whilst he was thus, 
deeply engaged at a tavern, a person | 
called in order to induce the doctor to | 
visit his wife,who was dangerously ill ; | 
but no entreaties could prevail on the | 
disciple of Asculapius to postpone | 
his sacrifice to Bacchus. Enraged at || 
the doctor’s obstinacy, the man, who | 
was very strong, took him up in his 
arms, and carried him off in spite of 
his resistance. Radcliffe was at first 
much enraged, particularly as the ecir- | 
cumstance excited much laughter, 
amongst the spectators. Having cool-. 











eda little, however, before he was set!) tleg as they appear in heaven; the ° 
down, he listened to the apology of | eojour you disapprove is the blush of 
the husband, who excused himself for | shame on their seeing the misconduct ; 
his rudeness by the extreme illness of | of their succcssors, the present gove , 
his wife: he then exclaimed with an | ernors of the church.” 
oath, in his usual manner, * Now, you. rise : 
impudent dog, I’ll be revenged of you, A brave tar with a wooden leg, who } 
for I'll cure your wife : . || was on board Admiral Parker’s ficet in 
He used to threaten some of his the engagement with the Dutch, having ‘ 
brethren of the faculty, “ That he | the misfortune, to have the other shot on 
would leave the whele mystery of phy- off, as his comrades were conveying 3 
sic behind him, written on halfa sheet | pio ine surgeon, notwithstanding 
of paper. ‘| the poignancy of his agonies, (being a “ 
| man of humour) he could s0t suppress 
SIR WALTER RALEIGH, | his joke saving, “ It was high time for e 
This all-accomplished knight was | fo leave offfilay, when his lust pin was . 
author of The History of the World, | d0wled down.” a 
the design of which was equal to the - : 
greatness of Lis mind, and the execu-| A widow lady resides at present in 4 
tion to the strength of his parts and | the Borough of Southwark, whose first s 
the variety of his learning. Raleigh|| husband was a /’utcher, the second a a4 
seems to have written for posterity, | Tanner, and her last a Shoemaker. The _ 


first almost starved her; the second 
used to beat her ; and the third used 


to make her go bare-footed, 


Jord Bacon for the reign of James I | 
He said with great calmness to some 
of his ¥riends, who deplored his con- 
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ZIDON AND KEZIA. 
AN ANTEDILUVIAN TALE 


(Continued from our last.) 
ARRIVED at length within the happy vale, 
They tell with eager voice their mutual tale. 
“Eten now, “ said Zipon,” in my native 

land, 
“ 4 wond’rous house is rising by the hand 


* Ofhim who long has preached of judg- 


ment drear, 
# And prophesied of times of death and fear. 
* At first, men trembled, as the prophet stood 
«* And told the terrors of the coming flood, 
“ Yet, as it never came, our fears no more 
“ Thought of this storm which soon he said 
should roar, 
“* And now a madman is he deemed by all; 
« On other gods than his, we now do call !” 


* A madman!” Kezra cried, * O say not so! 
* Ohast thou ceased the Gop of truth to 
know? 
* ©. is it come to this, that I should see 
“ My long lost love—a child of blasphemy ? 
* O say, hast thou forget that wondrous day, 
“ When Enoch cleaved afar the azure way ? 
“ While mocking thousands laughed his 
words to scorn, 
“On high above their heads his form was 
borne, 
«“ The heavenly horses and the car of fire 
“ Bore him above the scenes of low desire, 
** Th’ astonished scoffers, prostrate on tke 
earth, 
“Wept their rash tongues, and curst their 
fatal birth. 
4“... And does his Gop not live? O Zidon, 
still? 


“ Rules he not sea, and earth, and plain, and | 


hill, 
“ Say, does not air his wondrous voice obey, 
“ And all created nature own his sway ? 
“ O teinpt him not---already have our crimes 
“ Enraged him in the lapse of former times, 
“Even now, methinks, I sce the ark afloat 
“Upon some distant ecean far remote, 
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** Borne from these bloody lands of war and 


crime 

“To some soft haven, some serener climey 

“There shall the chrystal dews of heaves 
distil 

Their beauteous influence over vale and 
hill, 

Then shall the song of joy be raised to 
heaven, 

** Mankind be blest, and a!l their sins for- 
given, 

“ The ages shall (foretold of yore) arrive, 

“ The serpent be destroyed, and man shall 
live !”” 


Thus long they talked. And many aday past 
o’er, 

When Z1voy’s health and strength returned 
once more, ’ 

And to their native land to bend their way 

They made resolve. Fair was the summer 
day 

When o’er the fields and meadows on they 
prest 

And left the sunny regions of the west. 

Long was the journey e’er they reached the 
land 

They called their own, and hailed their 
country’s band ; 

il knew the chief, but eyery anxious eye 
Turns to the form that with him passes by, 
They dreamed not it she whom once they 


lost, : 
But thought her captured from the van- 
quished host. 


Him they exulting met, for rumor told 
That in the grave his bones were laid and 
cold, 
And many a band of virgins came to meet 
The long lost hero, and his coming greet. 
Hark! o’er the velvet green, and verdant 
plain, 
Resounds their welcoming, triumphant 
strain ! 
LORIENT. 
(To be continued.) 
——t 3 
EPITAPH ON MR. JOHN CALF. 
Gop bless John Calf, whom cruel death 
Cut off before his days were full; 
What pity ‘twas to stop his breath 
Before John Calf became—John Bull. 
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“*¢ And separate from their kindred dregs be- 


_Ere the forsaken clay was coid; 
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-¥or the New-York Weekly Museum. 
LINES 
ADDRESSED TO MRS. A.A C—R,ON THE 
DEATH OF AN INFANT. 


“* Fate snatched her early to the pitying sky 
* As inte air the purer spiriis flow, 


low, 
** So flew the soul to its congenial place.” 
POPE. 


I LATELY 6aw among the dead, 

An Infant lay its angel head, 

And gazing on its cherub face, 

I traced a gleam of heavenly grace, 

That played around the form so fair, 

So bright it check’d my starting tear; 
And yet I heard the sounds of woe, 

And wondering why such tears should flow, 
Sweet babe I cried for thy fair lot, 

Wo tear should stain the hallowed spot ; 
Peculiar favorite of heaven, 

Snatched e’r one blemish could be given, 
Presented spotless at the throne, 

Where Gop the Father rules alone, 

Who greets thee thus; this heaven is won, 
Thou image of my glorious Son, 

Thy soul no chains of sin hath bound, 
And in thy lips no guile is found : 

Let narrow souls by fears obscured, 
Doubt the Redeemer’s powerful word, 
But many a mile «hy spirit told, 


And joining with the angel throng, 
Sent hallelujahs to the throne : 
For the Almighty’s great behest, 
Hath sanctified an infant’s rest, 
When he declared the sons of men, 
Must all and each be born again; 
Proclaiming with unerring word, 
The mandates of the living Gop. 
Unless ye come presented fair, 
And be as little children are, 

Wil not receive ye to my breast, 

Ye shall not know my sacred rest. 





ELLA, 
How sweet is sympathising grief, 
How grateful to the breast of woe, 





From sorrows’s pangs we find relief ' 


In tears that from sweet pity flew. 





For the New-York Weekly Museum. 
THE SENSATIONS OF SORROW. 


“ | dive for precious pearl, in sorrow’s 
stream.” YOUNG. 


Tue sensations of sorrow that shrouded my 
heart, 
As I pensively stray’d by the rivers lone 
side, 
Were the feelings of mem'ry, that gaye the 
keen smart, 
As they roll“ o’er my soul like the new 
gushing tide. 
And the luminous beam as it sunk into death, 
Shed its tremulous glances o’er nature‘s 
cold form ; 
Whilst the night-bird bewitchingly mellow’d 
its breath, 
As the sun-beams enchantingly chase the 
rude storm. 


‘Twas then feelingly fancy pursued the fond 
space, 
Where she thoughtlessly nestled and wept 
the sweet tide, 
And the pearly snow-tears as they flow‘d, 
left a trace, 
On the lonely cold spot where my parents 
reside. 


And I thought how refulgently mild was the 
Star, 
That so gracefully plum’d its soft hues o’et 
the wave, 
While so mournfully sad, mem’ry’s moon 
cast afar, 
Her sorrowing flashes o’er my parents 
cold grave. 
I then instantly felt how the pure sacred fire, 
From christianity‘s altar, beams forth its 
clear ray ; 
That I calmly then pray’d with a glowing de- 
sire, 
For it gently to blaze round my soul, life’s 
short day. 
ROLLA, 


SUNSET AND SUNRISE. 


Contemplate, when the sun declines, 
Thy death with deep reflection ; 

And when again her rising shines, 
Thy day of resurrection. 
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ELEGY. 


Fare thee well! poor luckless maiden 
Peace await you on yon shore! 

Grief no more thy soul shall sadden, 
Storms agsail thy bark no more. 


Lightly on thy clay-cold bosom, 
Lie the softest, greenest sod ! 

May the flow’rs that o’er thee biossem, 
Ne’er by thoughtless fools be trod. 


Flaply, may some child of sorrow, 
View thy peaceful, lowly bed, 

Wishing such were his to-morrow, 
There to rest his weary head. 


From his beaming cye may trickle 
Gentlest drops of pity down, 

Grieving, Death’s destroying sickle, 
Op’ning flow‘r so sweet has mown. 

May some bheav’nly, kindred spirit, 


Waft above thy parting soul ; 
There reward shall greet thy merit, 


Gop who bruis’d thee—make thee whole. 


—n @ om - 
THE TIMES. 
Come listen and laugh at the times, 
Since folly was never so ripe ; 
For every one laughs at those rhymes, 
Which gives his own follies a wipe. 
We live in a kind of disgutse, 
We flatter, we lie and protest, 
While each of us craftily tries, 
On the other to fasten the jest, 


The maiden when first she is woo’d, 
Returns ev’ry sigh with disdain ; 
And while by her lover pursu’d, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : 
But when from her innocence won, 
And doom’d for her virtue to mourn ; 
When she finds herself lost and undone, 
He can laugh at the fool in his turn. 


The fools who at law do contend, 
Do laugh at each other’s distress ; 
And while the dire suit does depend, 


Ne’er think that their fortunes grow less. 


Till tired by fruitless expense, 
And still to compound they are loath; 
But they find when restored to their sense, 
That the tawyers arelanghing at both. 
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And since then we find ’tis the fashion, 
For one fool to laugh at his brother, 
Let us try with a gen‘rous compassion, 
To correct not condemn one another. 
We all have some follies to hide, 
Which known would dishonor the best} 
And life when it‘s theroughly tri‘d, 
Will seem but a bubble and jest. 


— pj 
LINES, 


Addressed to a very amiable but unfortunate 
young lady, who was early forced by the 


potent arm of bleakest penury, to appear 


unfriended on the noisy theatre of tife. 


Tuov lovely plant in virgin pride 
That all unshelter‘d grows, 

Thy modest sweetness, sense and worth 
Out vie the fairest rose. 


That breast which now out-shines the day, 
First drew the vital air 

In fortune’s zenith, but alas ! 
The black’ning storm was near} 


Which soon condens’d and willing 
Burst on thy infant head, 

Destroying all thy future hopes, 
Them number’d with the dead. 


The guardian of thy helpless years, © 
Oh ! sad’ning tale of woe, 

Who launch’d thee on the tossing deep, 
Where tempests ever blow. 


E’er yet the blooming rose had spread 
Her blushes o’er that face : 

Or nature who pronounc‘d thee fair 
Had finish‘d every grace : 


Wast thou too dear but luekless maid 
Dash ‘d on the boiling wave, 

Of life‘s tempestuous ocean, 
Yet never heard to grieve; 


That noble independent soul 
In virtue‘s streng array, 

Which shines thro‘ those expressive efes 
And darkens all the day ; 


Scorns to complain tho‘ rudest storms 
Relentless o‘er thee rave, 

Or shrink from that unerring shaft _ 
Which points towards the grave. 
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Tho*‘al! unshielded as thou art, 
Thy canopy the sky ; 

Creation‘s ample range alike 
Affords thee place to lie. 


Yet know the hand that holds thy breath, 
And plac‘d thee in this dome, ‘ 
Defends thy ev‘ry wand’ring step, 
And safe will guard thee home, 


And when all pensive and alone - 
Thou breath‘st this tender sigh, 
Oh ! for a friend or brother dear,” 
Account them both in me. 
yew a eee 
NEW-YORK: 
SATURDAY, MARCH 9, 1816. 
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Intelligence, 











By arrivals from Liverpool since our 
last, papers from that place have been 
Teceived as late as the Ist of Feb. 

By these it appears that the French 
government has issued a new decree 
which banishes from that kingdom for 
ever all the Regicides of Leuis XVI. 
who accepted appointments under Bo- 
naparte ; and that a general mourning 
in France was to take place on the 
2ist Jan. the anniversary of the mur- 
der of Louis XVI, 

Marshals Massena, Suchet, Ange- 
reau, and Lefevre, it is said are de- 
prived of their pay. Davoust has re- 
. ceived an order to quit Parisin 24 hours 
and Serrurier has becn put upon half 
pay. One hundred and seventy Gener- 
al Officers have been cashiered : the 
Minister at war in announcing this de- 
cision to them, stated that it had been 
determined upon, because they had 
checked the spring of legitimacy. 

A Paris paper of January 18, says, 
“ the political hemisphere becomes 
hourly more gloomy. You see marked 
on the countenances of some a stifled 
fecling of hate, of contempt, and of 
vengeance ; on that of others a pro- 





found dread, accompanied with vther | 
signs, which, in the estimation of those | 
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of the revolution, have ever been the 
precursors of evil hours. The more 
prudent part of the court have taken 
the alarm ; already the Duke of Wel- 
lington reinforces his small garrison 
with 25,000 additional British troops, 
and the day of his departure is yet re- 
mote, while the fortifications of Maut- 
matre have been augmented. 

‘A Brussel paper says, “ the Danish 
troops have altered their destination, 
and are now marching to Artois ; other 
Saxon troops have arrived in Picardy, 
The Haneverians are collecting about 
Conde, while the English arrive suc- 
cessively at Peronne, Cambray and 
Valenciennes. The Russian troops re- 
main in their present situation.” 


That the French government has 


‘announced the perfect restoration of 


order and tranquility at Nismes, and 
the free and full enjoyment of their 
religious worship by the Protestants 
of that place. 

That an attempt was lately made to 
assassinate the Duke D’Angouleme, 
by discharging a musket at him upon 
his entrance into Thoulouse. 

A letter from St. Petersburg says, 
“ The City of Moscow, is rising from 
its ashes, and will be more beautiful 
than ever.” 

Civil commotions are said to rage 
ina part of Ireland—and a considera- 
ble number of the British. troops in 
France were expected there. 

Accounts from Hayti mention the 
arrival there of several vessels from 
England with ‘very valuable cargoes 
and that an insurrection against Petion 
had taken place in one of the towns ; 
and that a col. had been shot and be- 
headed for his opposition to the esta- 
blishment of French white men, many 


_of whom had arrived there from France. 





The remo‘ns of the late venerable 
Bishop Moore were on Friday after- 
noon the Ist inst. interred in the cem- 
etry of Trinity Church. The body 
was attended from Vesey-street, thro™ 


accustomed to watch the direchanges\}a crowd of spectators with which 
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Broadway was thronged, by a numer- ( a -- poe bm oe rh ma me 


ousand respectable procession, headed 
by the charity scholars and composed 
ol the reverend clergy of different 
denominations, officers of the church, 
physicians, and citizens of all religious 
sects, desirous of testifying their res- 
pect for a departed fellow citizen of 
distinguished worth and eminence. A 
solemn dirge was performed in the 
church, and an impressive funeral dis- 
course pronounced by bishop Hobart, 
to ap attentive and sympathising audi- 
tory with which every accessible part 
of the spacious building was filled — 
Columbian. 


EEE 
Nuptial. 








MARRIED, 


At St. John‘s Church, by the rev. Mr. Bar- 
ry, Mr. Thom«s Carter, merchant, to Miss 
Cornelia Malvina Clason,daughter of the la 
Isaac Clason, Esq. . 

By the rev..Mr. Spring, Mr Abraham Cal- 
ver, of Utica, to Miss Henrietta M'Kay, of 
this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Whelply, John Bruce,Esq. 
of Grenada, to Miss Francis H. Gifford, 
daughter of the late William B. Gifford, Esq, 

By the rev Mr. Onderdonk, Mr. Henry F. 
Jones, to Miss Helen Watts, only daughter 
of the late Charles Watts, Esq 

‘By the rev. Mr. Bourk,Mr. John Maxfield, 
to Miss Catharine Cole, both of this city. 


By the rev. William Parkinson, Mr. 

James E. Betts, merchant, to Miss Maria 
Fordham, daughter of Mr. George Fordham, 
all of this city. 
' At Peekskill, by the rev. Mr. Hoffman, 
Mr. Isaac Babbit, merchant, of this city, to 
Miss Sarah Jane Drake, daughter of Dr. N. 
Di ake of the former place. 
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Obituary. 
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The City-Inspector Reports the death of 49 
Persons in this City, forthe week ending 
on Saturday the 2d of March, 1816, of the 
following Diseases : : 








Casualty 1; consumption 15; convulsions 
'} dropsy i; dropsy in the head 3 ; dyspep- 
$4.1; fever intermittent 1; ‘hives er croup 








‘ 


1; small pox 8; still born 1; suicide by 
laudanum 1; Syphilis 1 ; whooping cough 1; 
worms 2;—Total 49. 

DIED, 


Mrs. Mary Lynam, wife of Mr. Francis Ly- 
nam. 

Miss Catharine Guanor, aged 18 years. 

Mr. Ezekiah Heath, aged 53. 

Mr. William B. Holmes, aged 49. 

Mrs. Susannah Sneeden, wife of Mr. Ben- 
jamin Sneecen. - 

Mr. Pelham Wood, aged 34 years. _— 

Miss Susan Coutant, daugl.er of Gilbert 
Coutant, Esq. aged 14 years. : 

Mr. William Rollor. 

The Coroner Reports, since our last, the 
case of Edward Tremble, (porter at the 
coffee-house stand) a native of Ireland, aged 


| 35, drowned at Spring-street wharf--- in a 


state of insanity. 

Catharine Smothers a native of New-York, 
aged 23, died by suicide with laudanum. 

Samuel Willis, a cartman, aged 48, a native 
of Long Island, died from bruises received 
from a stone which fell upon him as he was 
digging the earth about it, in opening the 
street. ; 

At New-Haven, Dr. Elisha Brewster, of 
this city. 

At Greensburgh, (Westchester co.) Mr. 
Peter Talman,formerly merchant of this city, 


At Charleston, Gen. Spur. He was dis- 
covered to have hung himself in his wood- 
house. ‘The coroner‘s inquest,brought in a 
verdict of “ Insanity, occasioned by excess 
of pain from the gravel,”” with which disor- 
der he had long been afflicted. 

Lieut. Gen. Sir ye Prevost, Bart, died 
at London on the 3d of January, in the 49th 
year of hisage. He was Colonel of the 16th 
regiment of foot, and late Governor in Chief 
and commander of the Forces in the British 
Colonies in North-America. He has left a 
widow ,two daughters, and a son, (who suc- 
ceeds to his title) to deplore his loss. 
———— 
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The following Letter is extracted from a 

London a peeeniton--sem, pat 

i ing the errors in the orthography 

and diction of it, the author had the sles 
sure of making a conquest. 


My dear charming Crature; 

If your brite cies have had the same 
efet upon others, they have been after 
havin upon me, you must alredy, like 
Samson, have slain your Tousands, 
though not with the same sort of weep- 
on, for J had no sooner beheld you to- 
ther nite at Rennela, than your two 
Jittle percers darted their poysen quite 
thro my hart, and killed me on the 
spot So that J immediately determin- 
ed to find you out, that Z may be re- 
venged of you. So havin done so,as sed 
before, J now write to tell you my sit- 
wasion ; and to begg that you woud 
have compasion on a lover that lies 
bléedin at your fete. 

If you have not the hart of a she ty- 
gress, you will admit me to your pre- 
sance, most adorable crature, that J 
may have the plashure of dyin in your 
beloved site. And if you shall be after 
bein so kind asto relent of your crew- 
elty, and rais your expirin lover, Z will 
lay my fortun and my honers in the 
same place where J laid myself, and 
raise you in your turn to be lady O’-— 
For J vowsby the great Shant Patrick, 
at Dlove you better than ever J loy 
ed any woman except yourself 

And J further vow,by the holy shrine 
of the Siant aforesaid, that I will 
not outliv the fatal anser you send me. 
But as you are above all vour sex in 
buty, as the glorius sun is above the 
palfaced moon and the little twinklin 
stars, J dout not but you exced them 
asmuchin goodness. Therfore J will 
not despare,but hope that yoa will send 
me word by your confidant,at what how- 
er Z shall have the plashure of waitin 
upon you, to reccve from your own 
pretty mouth my destinny. ‘Till when, 
J remane, most enchantin and angelic 
crature, Your’s whether liven or dyin, 

P. o’. 

P. S. Pray let me know when I shall 

call for an anser, as ZJ do not chuse to 


| 


—. 


Bxtract from the journal of a traveller who 
Visited Stonington, just after its bombard. 
ment by the British u the late war, pub- 
lishedin the Columbian of this city. 


Some anecdotes gathered from the 
good people of Stonington, in their 
vernacular style, it may be amusing to 
remember—“ The fear of death is 
over,” if any had existed after the first 
attack, and the proceedings witnessed 
like the holyday salutes and fire works 
of amusement on the king’s birth-day 
or 4th of July. One honest bumpkin 
whom duty, bravery or curiosity had 
drawn to the spot, wentinto the cellar 
of a deserted house, and found a bar- 
rel of cider, from which he drewa 
mug and was raising it to his lips. 
“ At that very minute (he told one of 
his neighbours) a ternal grea: bomb 
come right through the ruff of the 
house and burst in the duttery—it 
made the darn’d-st clatter that ever 
he heard in his life—he sot down his 
cider, and went up to see what the 
deuce the racket was, and there was 
every milk-pan and all the dishes in 
the duétery broke into ten thousand 
pieces, and five or six flaguey great 
holes made in the stairs, and away out 
‘of the sides of the house. But he 
wasnt going to be cheated out of his 
cider that way, neither—and wen 
down and finished his cranght” A 
other one had no notion of stealing 
green corn, but was so diviish hungry 
that hc could not help joining some of 
his mess that had got some out,of the 
fields and was eating his luncheon with 
them in one of the Aousen, when bang 
come something right down through 
the ruff of the house into the cellar— 
they all sprung up and run down to 
see what it was, and there was an i- 
farnal great carcase, as they called it, 
spouting fire out of the ground, till 
the dirt choaked it out.” One of the 
company was soon after standing at 
the door with an ear of corn at his 
mouth, when “ whack came a bullet | 
and knocked off that piece off of that 
there rock ; but it flew t’other way an 








send any boddy else but myself. 


did’nt hit me or stop my eating. 








